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Trapped under ice 


Author's Notes: 


A slightly underrated crack pairing.. AU in which Htuck-up-with-past-and-present Lars's crush is *slighty* 
younger than his bandmates! Late Black Album era. 


To be honest, | don't know how did | get to this point. It's one of the few times in my life | don't know what to 
do. Or rather, | know what to do.. the only flaw is James. Guess I'll have to deal with him, sooner or later. Not 


that | haven't been handling him over the years, heh. 
This time is different, though. 
Its different for me. 


| never thought | would actually feel something like this for another man. Not that's a big deal. I've made out 
with Kirk a thousand times in front of the camera. But this feels so.. deep. It's still just a feeling, but who 
cares? | trust my instinct, it has always led me to new adventures. Touring, meeting my idols, starting the 


greatest band ever. 


This time, however, its not about me. Its more about the way this guy makes me feel and especially about 
who l'm talking about, who I've taken a shine on. 


Maybe it's just that seeing him go, younger than us and cheerier than cheerier than everyone | know, takes 


me back to better times.. but no, it's not even that. It's that I'm starting to soften to him. 


When he's around | can't help but smile and sometimes | even catch myself thinking that we could be an actual 


thing, maybe in another reality.. 
Now, that makes the difference. 


| stay out of sight, hidden around the corner, melting with the shadows as my eyes savor the view of their 
sweaty bodies meeting. James grabs him roughly by the back of his neck and kisses him with passion. He's 
probably drunk but who cares? Adrenaline is what is driving those bodies right into the sweet embrace of sex. 
James needs a post-show plaything to empty his ball and he's just trying to earn his gateway into the band. 


They both know it's not gonna last. They also know it doesn't mean a thing. James knows it, | don't know about 
him. There's some kind of innocence in those green eyes that shakes my self-confidence and makes me feel like 


| could really fall in love with somebody. 


| peer at them one more time and there he is, on his knees, sucking our leader off. | don't blame them for 
anything, after all. Its not like | can call dibs on him. | don't even care about him that much. There's just 
something about him.. maybe it's the flush that colors his cheeks or his Adam's apple that bobs as he 
swallows James' come; maybe it's that boyishness of his and that naive smile that brightens up the room 


whenever he walks in. 

| don't know.. and | don't care. Honestly, I'm already over it. He's just a kid. 

Maybe I'll have fun with him some of these nights, but it's not like that would mean I'm in love. If | would, | 
would've already asked him out and | would've bought him an engament ring, believe me, I'm like that. But | 
haven't. And | haven't because, after a marriage gone wrong, | know it wouldn't last. 


Especially considering it's Jason we're talking about. 


It never lasts and never will, | would only end up breaking his heart. Also, | gave up on this thing called love a 


long time ago. 


Even if.. 


